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X^ouei Labour* s hfi. 

Thine in the dearefl defigne of md»firiel 

Don Adriano dc ^rmatlic. 

Thm doil thou heare the Ncmcan Lion roare, 

GainA thee thou Lambc that flandcft as bis pray ; , 

Submifliue fall bis princely fc ct before, 

Andbefromforrage will iuclineto play. 

But if thou Ariue }poorc foule) what art thou then ? 

Foode for his rage,repa Aurc for bis den. 

What plunjcof feathers is he that indited this Letter ? 
yVjjat vcine ? What Wethcrcocke t Did you euerheare better^ 
Bojlitn much dcceiucd, but I remember the Aile, 

Eirc yourmcmoryis badjgoingoreit ere while. 

£ojf. This t^rmado is a Sj^miard tint ke<pcshcteincovw 
A Phantafime a Monorcho^aiid one that makes fpofc 
To the Prince and his Booke-mates. 

Qff, Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter? 

C/ow. I told you my Lord, 

^u. Towhomlhould’A thou glue it* ‘ 

f'/etp. From my Lord to ray Lady. 

From which Lord, to which Lady. 

C/o. From ray Lord Berowne a good mailer of mine'' 

To a Lady oi Francs, that he call'd Rof aline. * 

Sji; Thou hall millakcn his Letter.Gome Lords away. 

Hcerc fweee, put vp this, ’twill be thine another day. Exemii 
Boy. Who IS the (hooter? Who is the Aiooter ? 

Rofa. Shall 1 teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continentof Beautie. 

Rofa. Why (he that beares the Bow.Finely put off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marrie, 

Hang me by the ncckc^if homes chat ycare mifearne^ 

Finely put on, 

Rofa. Well then,! am the (hooter# 

Boy. And who is your Deare f 

Aofa. Ifwo choofcby the homes your felfe Come not nearei 

Finely put on mdeede, 

fl fiZl'"' with her Boyet, and (lie Arikesat 

Ci4.wL>rvvv* . " " 

£opt* 


torn Labour* sloji. 

Sojei. ButOiehcr felfe is bu lower. 

r*’ Sh!n I come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 

as .o„ch.-g 

the hit It. anfwete thee with one as oid that was a wo- 

maJ’SnQaaie of «?? alitclt wench, at 

not hit it, bit it. hit it, 

Thou canA not bit it roy good man, 

,5^7. 1 cannot, cannot, canuott 
Andl cannot, anothercao, tj-jc. •* 

do. By my troth moApleafant, how both did 6tif. 

Mar. A m^ke maruellous well (hot, for they both • 

Bor. A Mark,0 marke but that matkeia marke fayes my Lady* 
let the marke haue a pricke in’t, to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is ouc.^ 
C/tf.Indeede a’muA Aioote ncarcr,or hcelc ne re hit the clout* 
Bor. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 

CW. ThenwillAiegctthevplho#tbycleauingtbeisin. _ 

iJPfa. Come, come, you talkegreafily, yourlips grow foulc* 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 

Bey. Ifeare too much rubbing ; good night my good Oule* 
Clo. By my foule a S wainc, a moA Ample Clowne, 
tibrd,Lord.how theLadies and I haue put him downe. 

O my troth moA fwcet ie As, moA inconie vulgar wit, 

When it comet fafinoothly off,(b obfccnely ,as it were fo fit* 
Armathor ath to the fide, O a nioA dainty man.. 

To fee him walke before a Lady, and to bcare her Fan, 

To fee hirakiffe his hand, and how moA fwectly a will f wwret 
And hisPage at other fide, that handfull of wit». 

Ah heauens, it is mo A patheticall nit. 

^wla,fowl^ * Exemti 

Sboote with him* 

Enter DftUf Helefernej, the Tedant and Nathaniel'^ 

Veryreuerent fport ttudy, and donem the teAiaionJT 

jrfa’goodcoafciencci — — 






